168            BY THE NORTH SEA.
In her darkness the sound of his voice is, With his breath she dilates and is mad :
1 If thou slay me, O death, and outlive me, Yet thy love hath fulfilled me of thee.1
1 Shall I give thee not back if thou give me, O sister, O sea ?'
6.
And year upon year dawns living, And age upon age drops dead :
And his hand is not weary of giving, And the thirst of her heart is not fed:
And the hunger that moans in her passion, And the rage in her hunger that roars,
As a wolfs that the winter lays lash on, Still calls and implores.